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began to totter. He slipped an arm about her. At the
contact, she shrank and hastily made her way indoors.
She reached her room; he followed. The walls and
furnishings were barely discernible in the darkness. No
word had as yet passed their lips. Fritz tore the wrapping
from the bottle, and poured the contents away. Then he
threw the empty bottle into a corner. Irene shivered at
the noise caused by breaking glass.

And still they kept silence. At length he stepped up to
her, close, and closer, so that she was intensely aware of
his heavy breathing. She waited patiently for the storm
to burst, and she quailed under the fierce grip of his
hand on her arm. But even now he kept silent, and
abruptly she recognized that, far from being the hard
task-master she dreaded, he was gentle and kind.

"Irene, how much longer are we going to torture one
another?55

The pent-up unhappiness of recent weeks broke forth
in convulsive sobs; she was shaken so powerfully that she
tottered and would have fallen had he not supported
her.

"Irene, Irene," he said comfortingly.

He repeated her name over and over again, each time
in a gentler and more endearing tone, as if to calm her
spiritual turmoil by an excess of tenderness. For all
answer, Irene sobbed and sobbed, a prey to wave after
wave of agony. Fritz carried her to the divan, and
tucked her up cosily amid cushions and under a warm
rug. But the sobbing did not cease. Her body was
quivering, and a cold shiver ran up and down her.

He held her hands in his, kissed her throat, her gown.
The tears streamed down her cheeks, her temples beat
furiously. Fritz was becoming anxious. Kneeling
beside the couch, he brought his face close to hers and
whispered:

"Irene, my darling, why are you crying now?  Every-